DISGRACE   ABOUNDING
out, with her following him. He looked at the widow, and his one
live eye was grateful, and then at me, and it was questioning and
scared and doubtful.
I looked at that eye, at the scar on the forehead, at the mis-
shapen mouth full of glistening false teeth, and considered his
general demeanour. I knew the symptoms. KZ. is the name of
this disease. Pronounce it Kah-Tsett. It means Konzentrations-
lager. Concentration camp.
'What happened to your eye?5 I asked.
'Oh, they knocked it out/ he said, reluctantly, looking from the
widow to me, only half-reassured.
'And your teeth?'
'My teeth, too,' he said, 'but I am in a very difficult situation
and don't want to make things worse for myself. If they get me
again I am lost/
His wife reassured him and told him to show his arm and when'
he did not she herself pulled up the sleeve and showed the brown
stripes of hot irons, like those that you see on your grilled sole, and
on the other arm a deep scar from a boot heel.
'What were you — a Communist?' I asked.
'I was in the Party until 1924,' he said, hesitatingly, cand played
a leading part in it then, in our district, but in 1924 I lost faith in
it and left it and then in 1933, one day, I was working in my plot
and the SA came and took me — *
'After nine years?' I asked.
'After nine years,' he answered, 'they hadn't forgotten, and then
they took me off to an SA home and got me in the cellar there and
beat me up with steel bars and truncheons, and that's how I got
this' — he touched his eye and his misshapen mouth — 'and they
kept on telling me to reveal the names of Communists in the
district and I kept on saying I didn't know them and each time
they set about me again, and then they brought the hot irons, and
at the end they left me nearly dead, and when I came to I couldn't
pass water, but they wouldn't let me have a doctor, and my
stomach swelled and swelled and I tried to open my artery with a
fork' — his wife silently turned up the sleeve again and showed a
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